BARBARIAN STORIES

mostly sorry for him and joined with him in crying,
beating with their hands on chests or thighs, and
calling on the Gods, But till they knew what had
done it they thought it better not to touch, Three-
Red was crying too; it seemed quite impossible that
he should have had anything to do with this. Some-
thing inside him was saying very firmly: 'No, it was
not me. I dreamt I had done it, but I did not. How
could I? I remember my dream; but it did not
happen. No, no, it was not me/ But yet at the same
time he thought it was nice that Ash~in-the-Air's
field was now no better than his. And it was nice
that Ash-in-the-Air's pleased face was now not
pleased. It was funny to have so many things at once
in one's head.

The Chief came down into the field; they all stepped
aside for him. He was an oldish man, but his white
beard and hair were dyed red like a God's. He had
a necklace of boars' tusks, and knobbed beads of
coloured clay, and gold, and pierced stones, some red
and polished, some black and glittering, and some
transparent yellow. It was very heavy and knocked
and swung as he walked. It would have been a good
thing to have it touch one by accident. When he came
to the boundary wall he drew his knife and slashed three
times into the air with it, and then sheathed it quickly,
so that no one was quite sure whether or not there
were blood drops running down the blade. Ash-in-
the-Air ran up to him, his face all red and sticky with
tears for his beautiful field. He flung himself against
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